Miles Morales: Outlawed 


Miles Morales sighed as he walked into school. Ganke greeted him at the door. Sorry | could not 
walk with you today, he said. Had an early tech club meeting. Hey, Miles, someone asked. Miles 
turned to see Barbara Rodruigez behind him. Barbara was a member of the student council, 
and Miles liked her a lot. He had just never gotten up the courage to ask her out. What is it, 
Miles asked. C.R.A.D.L.E is doing a forced inspection of the school, she said. Get this, they are 
also making us sign a pledge to report any young vigilante activity. When is this happening, 
Miles asked. After second period, Barbara said. We are going to assemble outside when they 
show up. Okay, Miles said. How many people are doing this? Almost a hundred and thirty 
people have signed up, Barbara said. Almost half the school. You don’t think this could go badly 
do you, Miles asked. It could, Barbara said, but at least we will go down fighting for what’s right. 
So are you coming or not? | will, Miles said. Trust me, | will be there. You better be Mr. Morales, 
she said. Miles laughed. | promise | will, he said. I'll be there too, Ganke said. Thanks Guys, 
Barbara said, walking off down the hall. 


Miles stood on the front steps of the main entrance of the school, along with a large crowd of 
students. Signs and banners poked out from places in the crowd. C.R.A.D.L.E Vehicles pulled 
up, along with some armored vans. The C.R.A.D.L.E Operatives were stopped by the wall of 
protesters. Get out of the way, one of them yelled. The students stood in place, unmoving. Cop 
cars pulled up to the school moments later, along with vans that unloaded cops dressed head to 
toe in riot gear. This is getting bad, Miles said to Ganke, who was at his side. Please move, a 
loud voice called over a megaphone. An Impatient C.R.A.D.L.E agent whipped out his nightstick 
and hit one of the protesters in the front of the group. Barbara. Then the chaos began. The 
students started yelling and screaming and shouting, and then tear gas canisters were flung into 
the crowd. Rubber bullets hit students, and C.R.A.D.L.E Agents used nightsticks and Shock 
Batons to contain protesters. Riot Police, wearing eye protection goggles so they could wade 
through the clouds of tear gas unhindered, and wielding clubs and Riot Shields, waded into the 
crowd. Miles grabbed Gankes arm and pulled him through the chaos and into the building. He 
went back outside, using the chaos to climb up to the roof of the building and change into his 
costume. He snapped his web shooters into place and leapt from the roof. He used a webline 
to swing over the crowds heads, and fired webbing at the riot police and C.R.A.D.L.E Agents 
beating students into submission and cuffing them on the ground. A massive wave of students 
rushed for the doors, and several of them fell, and started to be trampled. Miles landed in the 
midst of it, helping them to their feet. An energy blast missed him by a couple meters and hit a 
student behind him. He turned, picking out the C.R.A.D.L.E Agent who had fired the blast. Her 
face was frozen in shock. Miles gritted his teeth in rage, and fired a webline, which caught on 
her armor. He pulled with all his might, flinging her sideways into a group of Riot Police. The 
crowd of students had now become smallish. Most of the students were either on the ground 
being cuffed, on the ground cuffed, being led toward an armored van filled with other students, 
or inside the building. Mile’s hands crackled with electricity as he watched as two cops shoved a 
yelling Barbara into one of the vans. He walked forward, toward the mass of cops, C.R.A.D.L.E 
Agents, onlookers, and vehicles. Come at me, he yelled. Come on. Someone emerged from the 
crowd. Steve Rogers, Captain America, dressed in his suit. He walked up to Miles and put his 


hand on his shoulder. Son, he said, Relax. | just negotiated their release. Even now, Miles saw 
that the doors of the vans were opening back up and the students were being led out and 
uncuffed. They all began walking back toward the school, while the C.R.A.D.L.E Agents and 
Cops started to prepare to leave. Some C.R.A.D.L.E Agents were staying behind however. You 
should leave now, Rogers said. | can’t stop them from enforcing that law. Miles nodded, and in 
seconds, he was gone. 


